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WITH MALICE TOWARD NONE 



BY MRS. SCHUYLER VAN RENSSELAER 



In His one hand wrath: 

Desolation and terror, the flame 

Of an anguish that hath 

Names upon names yet no name. 

Graves, graves, graves — and they are the least where the hand 

Of the Power whom we know not o'erfloweth with wrath. 

And although they grow green somewhen and the air 

Be calmed of its tumults of thunder and flare, 

Still there shall spring from the poisoned land 

Harvests of poison. Though anguish abate, 

And the sun forget what his eye hath seen 

As yellow once more stands the wheat 

And the field-flowers grow on the graves grown green, 

The peoples will feed on this harvest. The sweet 

Of their cup and their plate 

Shall be mixed with its bitter — the harvest of hate. 

In His one hand wrath, but in one the fullness of bounty and 

grace: 
The hearth-fires alight through the breadth of the land, 
And the roof-trees spread upon pillars secure where the hand 
Of the Power whom we know not dispenseth us peace. 
At the door no dismay and no dearth in the field, 
But hurrying ships laden deep with the yield 
Of the free-handed acres, that they who lie low, 
'Twixt the anvil of friend and the hammer of foe 
In the depths of the smithy of ruin, may know 
There is sunlight beyond, and may hear 
A whisper, far off, as from brotherly lips. 

Ay, the hurrying ships 

Bear burdens of love. Toward the gates of the morn 
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Our gates are set wide to the trembling with fear, 

The blinded with grief, the bruised and wearied and torn 

Who may compass escape 

Out of hell. We lie on our bed 

Wide-eyed for the horror that wears such shape 

As never was imaged; our bread 

Has the flavor of theft for the wailing of babes unfed; 

And the ache in our bosom pleadeth: How long 

Shall the cowed earth shake in her orbit because of Thy wrath, 

And the moon be glad that its one face hath 

No sight of her terror, O Power that we know not? What song, 

As they watch this thing, 

New in a world very old in the lessons of torment, what song 

Can the star-hosts sing? 

They are dumb. They are dumb that Thine ear be aware of 

the cry 
Of the child-hosts that lie 

In the roadside rain on the starved breast. How long, 
O Power that directeth the star 
And the child and the captains of war, 
How long? 

Our tears may avail not, our aid 

Be a drop in the deserts of burning sand. 

But, if we will it, our hand 

Shall suffice for one task that is laid 

Upon those who may stand 

Aside, unafraid: 

To keep watch and ward 

On the heart in our breast, 

Set a guard 

For defense of the soul. . . . From east unto west, 

From the mouths of the red 

Ever-widening craters of woe, 

'Tis a dread 

Wild wind that is blowing, and though 

The land may not wither beneath the wild fire 

Of its pinions, the soul to their searing lies bare. 

O brothers, beware 

(If ye will to give help in a need more dire 

Than all need for our bread). 

It has traveled, this wind, o'er the poisoned fields, 

And has caught up the seed-stuff that yields 
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The harvest of poison. If there 

At the east they must eat of it, here 

In the Fortunate Isles should we grasp for a share? 

O brother, give heed to thy heart; watch thy lips; go in fear: 

In fear for thyself and for those who shall pray — 

Crowned and prostrate, victor and vanquished — one day 

For the succor of justice, the balsam of love. 

Shall we give then to this one alone, 

Or to that one? And unto the others a stone? 

Shall we stoop, who are blessed above 

The nations our sisters, to glean in the path 

Where they walk the hot plowshares, the grim aftermath 

Of their torture, and garner it up 

For the sons of our sons? Shall we reach for the cup 

Of trembling whereunto are laid 

The lips of the half of the world, that the rest may not lack 

For its dregs? ... Or humbly stand back 

In our safety and wait 

For the hour of our service? — stand back 

In this one way afraid: 

Lest the wells of the spirit be poisoned with hate. 

Shall we of the bountiful ships 

Sin with ungenerous lips? 

The spared of the sword, 

Shall we smite with the edge of the bitter word? 

In the cool of our peacefulness grow 

So hot with unreason, so frowardly eager of ear, 

That the fool shall prevail, 

With his witless "I know," 

To win faith for each damning tale 

Who can tell how begotten of folly or fear? 

Not blind, that the heart may be light, 

To the damning fact; not heedless of where is the right, 

Of who is its friend; 

Not careless of what be the end 

So an ending but come. ... I must trust whom I trust 

And condemn as I must, 

With a leaping flame of desire 

For an end that shall thrust 

Force from its throne, 
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And under a widening sky 
Build up the seats of new freedoms; stand by 
In love, as needs must, and in ire — 
Of hatred alone 

Fearful at heart. . . . But, Power whom we cannot behold 
Through Thy veilings of wrath, how should we be bold 
To feel sure of a sunrise of weal from the black 
Desolation and terror? It may be the wild winds will blow 
Strong to drive back 
The banners of freedom, lay low 
The half of the world at the foot of the throne 
Of triumphing Force. Yet as waiting we stand, 
O Power unto us who hast stretched forth the hand 
Of bounty and peace, one power is our own, 
Is my brothers' and mine: from the wormwood of hate 
The cup and the plate 

Thou hast filled with such sweet we shall guard till the day 
When the hope of the world hears Thy yea or Thy nay. 

M. G. Van Rensselaer. 



